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90MEON6 W NO.PEAR .' fiHO OUT ABOUT A 
FOR ME, -*\ TRAIN TO WESTVILLE / THEN 
MOTHER? J COME UPSTAIRS AND HELP 

ME PACK .' 



CAHBt 






€AN6Y 



ler ms see ! iT'S TOO 
BMlflQ START PINNER f 
.1 THINK FIRST li-t TRY 

some of 7h6se 

chocolate 

Caramels? 



SUGAR Pli.lPfDH'T 
KNOW YOU WERE A 

-f COOK! 



THERE ARE MANY THINGS 

YOU OON'T KNOW t HOW PO 

YOU THINK J GOTAN "A 

(N DOMESTIC SCIENCE 



A ' J BOW HUMBLY TO 
' SUPERIOR KNOWLEPGE 
ANP APPOINT /MYSELF 
OFFICIAL TASTER/ 




eg—— 





IT POgSN'T LOOK 
TOO BAP .' I THINK 
IT W/Li- BE ALL 

Right/ 




CAWBY 




CANBY 




why,ms7N uook what youb caramels 

GLQTZ ■« 7 TO My LiTTi.6 ASPINWALU.' 
Trtffy PULLED OUT HiS 




CANDY 




€ANBY 




CANDY 



SUGfltSMCE 







6ANBY 




MORNING, MOTHER Y /WORN/NG, CANOy .' I SEE 
AND OAO/JEEPERS, I EEKINS' DEPARTMENT 
IU HAVE TO MMtf! 1 STORE IS HAVING A 
IT'S LATE :/^—^gEatr CONTEST TO PICK 

A1/SS TEEN-AGER j 
OF 1948/ 




CONTEST? V I WAS JUST GOING TO 
WM£R£ /S /T» 7 TELL. YOU ABOUT IT? THE 
LET ME SEB'.L, WINNER WILL BE A MOPEL 
IN A GIGANTIC ADVER- 
TISING CAMPAIGN FOR 
^^— — *» THE STORE.' 






M 



i-^ 



caw&t 









€*NBY 





€ANBT 



V%. ™£ r Z 0Hn m eoR TH0 neighbors, pad/ z 

^OU KNOW ITS WAV M MAOE *2.00.'AND 

- TO/MORROW I'VE GOT 





CAHOY , WHATEVER 
HAS HAPPENED 
70 YOU'? 



CAMPY 

1 GIVE UP/ VOU CAN'T 
WIN IN THIS HOUSE: 



r^-— i. 






day of the contest is almost here — - 



H£LLO,PeAR-- 
WHAT ARg YOU 
LOOKING AT? 



I'M WATCHING CANDY HELPING TEP 
TO FIX UP HIS JALOPY FOR THE V 
CONTEST TOMORROW.' I PO ^ 
THINK VOU MIGHT HAVE LOANS© 
THEM VOUR CAR, 
DEAR " 





CANDY 



IT'S SURE ON THE ^\ 
BEAM, TEP/PO YOU 
SUPPOSE I HAVE A / 
CHANCE? 




CANDY 




WHY,CANDACB PEAR.W^ 
WHAT HAPPENED? OH, / 
NOW YOU WON'T BE 




CANDY 



AND WONT YOU 

BE sorry — you 

WITCH f 




*?!-« 



" i -.^ , .. M 





NEVE* MIND.' ^ 
IT DOESN'T /MATTER 
DEAR .' 



/THAT CORNELIA ft«£ \ 
/ WW/ SH£ GLOATePt 1 
p 9H6 MAD SOMETHING / 

v TO pQWJHfHiStX J 

^jtfsr KNOW IT.' y ■ 





/ 





COME ON, 
DAPDV, 
HURRy u 



mrn-v^^r;, 





CANDY 




VOi/'RE THE WINNER..- MISS TEEN- 
AGER OF 1948 f THE ONLY GIRL IN 
THE WHOLE CONTEST WMO HAD THE 
COURAGE TO APPEAR AS HER OWN 
NATURAL SELF .' 
CONGRATULATIONS .' 




I'M SO EXCITED! 
WHERE .ARE THE 
CLOTHES I'M TO 
MODEL? 



CLOTHES ? YOU'RE GOING TO BE *- 
PHOTOGRAPHED IN THE VERy SKIRT 
ANP SWEATER YOU HAVE ON 
SOUR CLOTHES ARE PERFECT-. 
JUST PERFECT.' 

' WE-L-L-L 
THAT OUGHT 
TO KEEP OOINN 
v'/ V EXPENSES 

FOR A 




CANDY 




GO SH, AM I ON THE SPOT! JUST 
TWO PAYS TILL THE BIB PANCB 
AT TUB SWANK ARROWHEAD CLUB 
AND I HAVE 
NO POUGH.' 




WOT AM I SGNNA PO? 
I CAN'T ASK POP FOR 
^ANOTHER ADVANCE-' 
AND THERE'S NOT A 
JOB AROUND THAT 
SUITS MV 
TALENTS/ 



S 



\V -'" 





CANDY 



HMM-THIS IS JUST WHAT 
I'VE BEEN WAiTIN'FOR.'XU." 
SHOW THgM A PICTURE THAT'LL: 
KNOCK THEIR EYES 



THEN YOU'D SETTER l!|<'' 
HLIRRY ' TH(S IS THE H, V 

MST P-4y op the 

CONTEST/ 



S\\ 



• « ! . ^? 



H* 



.^ 



3< 



*.>"- 



AT EASE, EMERSON OLP BOY- 



I'LL PHONE MY LI'L PIGEON THATjf: 
WE'RE COIN' TO THE 
DANCE AFTER 

1 ALL f 



\" 



& 



'^ 



L-<a 






J53 



Wl 






OH. I'M SORRY, RJMS, BUT I TOLD 
WILFRED WIFFENPOOFLE M HE 
COULD TAKE ME — ON ACCOUNT OF 
YOU PIDN'T HAVE THE NECESSARy 
FUNDS.' REMEMBER ? 



if 






^\ 



1 KNOW, MILDRED, BUT X'VE GOT A PLAN' | 
IF IT DOESN'T WORK ,VOU CAN GO WITH 
THAT SUPBR, SNOB .' JUST GIMME A 

CHAHCE,WILL\ 
VA?OKAY? 
V FINE/ 



>V 



COME ON, EM, I'LL 

SHOW THAT WIFFENPOOFLE 

he can't steal 
mvg\o.l: 



OOPS' 



V. 



BEG PARDON, BUT DID I 
HEARVOU SAY YOUR 
GIRL ? IT SO HAPPENS 
THAT /MILDRED IS GOING 
WITH ME ! AND 
"THAT'S FINAL !. 



M, 



^ 



/ 



>.\. 



OH YEAH ? WELL, WHEN I 
WIN THIS PHOTO CONTEST, 
I'LL SHOW VOU WHO THE 
BETTER MAN IS.' 



HMMM-- 

'SO that's 

WHAT HE'S 
UP TO! 



© 



"i? 1 '; 






m 



■^ 



CANBY 




~1 



CANDY 



'gulp: now tve 

GOT TO CALL 
, MILDRED AGAIN 
AND TELL HER 
W WHOLE DEAL'S, 
OFF! 



I'M SORRV, MILDRED, 
BUT MY PLANS WON'T 
DEVELOP !I WON'T BE 
ABLE. TO TAKE SOU TO 

■GULP! 





BUT- BUT HOW COME? 
WILFRED WIFFENPOOFLE 
EXPOSED THE HLM.' 
WE SHOWBV ME THE 
BLANK ROLL! 



li 



i OH, THAT WAS THE NEW ] 
ROLL I PUT IN .' I TOOK I 

' THE OTHER ONE TO THE *" 
NEWSPAPER WHEN I LEFT 
YOU YESTERDAy.' NOW YOU 
GOTTA GO AND COLLECT 
THE FIFTY SMACKEROOS.' 



*Rst 



Sfc 



?Oz 



£&<7< 



" 



VIPPEElwni CAN 

TAKE MILDRED AFTER ALL-' 
I'LL SHOW WILFRED HE 
CAN'T MUSCLE IN ON 






CANDY 




E^ N .T RNPAN APARTMENT f 
WELL , DON'T OUST SIT THERE 
LIKE A STATUE »- HELP ME 
TIDY UPf r 



GANDY 



ALL 

RIGHT? 



X HAVE TO DO SOME 
SHOPPING, PEAR. 
PLEASE FINfSH GETTIUG 
THE HOUSE IN 
ORDER t 



DONT WORRY. 
MOMS I'LL FIX 

EUE&YTHIMGf 



VM 






Is. 



^4 



THAT SOUNDS 
LIKE TED/ 



^ 



HI, PIGEON- 

WHAT'S 

COOKIN'? 



MR, DAWSON — I'LL THANK VOU 

TO CALL ME By My PROPER, 4 

NAME / THE O'CONNORS 

ARE ABOUT TO BE HOST 

TO THE STATE HOUSING 

COMMISSIONERS 



w 



■**< 



PAR0ON ME, MISS 
CflMPACE ■« WHEN IS 
HIS LORDSHIP »* 
ARRIVING ? 



<s. 



^BIN STYLE 9 



HE'LL BE AT 
THE STATION 
ANY MOMENT/1 






Ls!<* 



r^*\] 



SM 



4 



.-'Z 



r //5 



r "- ' / r ' ■■■■■ ,' ! — - 

■■"/' • 

GEE , HOW'LL) /' DoWT " T 

WB KNOW f^i WORRY/ 

1 1 nnUVfJ /" E ' LL WWB4BLVJ 
i ikP * » V- CARRy » SIGN.'] 



W 



fc^ 



^ 



CANDY 



R 



CAREFUL, MS 
GOOP MAN .' THAT 
HOUSE CONTAINS 
VALUABLE 
CARGO! . 



PONT WORRY, 
MAC! WE'LL 
LET IT DOWN 
EASY/ 




€ANDY 



DON'T MIND TED, 
MK.GILRoy<"H£'S 

JUST AH INFANT* 
OOBSH'T KNOW 
4NV BETTER. 1 




CANDY 



WHERE I GO, HAMLET 
GOES.' OF COURSE, IP 
VOU'P RATHER WE" 




0^5 



CA.NBY 




CANDY 




I GUESS HE'S NOT THE 
COMMISSIONER .' QUICK 
TED —GET THEM OUT! 





I 8ELIEVE SOU WERE SAVING HOW MUCH 
PRIPE SOU TOOK IN SOUR HOME, MRS. 
O'CONNOR/ VOL! SAID SOU HOPED IT "" 
WOULD SERVE ASATSPICAL EXAMPLE 
p OR ALL the RESIDENTS 
OP HARTW/CK.' 

muMf 




CANBY 




KOTHIN' Dom',POp! Y BUT JITTERS, 
I WON'T MAKE A /THIS IS l/WPOR- 
FOOL OF v— — ^l TANT t O ME, 
V VOUR FATHER! 




JUST TAKE THE 
BOSS'S DAUGHTER 
TO THE TEEN CLUB / GET 
PARTY AND w— r^ STUCK 
IU~IU~ 7 W/TH A 

CREEP 
FOR A FULL 
BVENiNG ? 
HOT A CHANCE! 




FIVE 
BUCKS! 

IT'S A PBAL, 
POP/ANV- 

THING FOR 
FATHER, 
ALWAYS 




CANDY 



SHE ASKED ME f 
WHOA— I JUST 
MEM3ERBP— YtPJsSf 
POP? THE BOSS'S 
DAUGHTER. * 




["90 YOU CAN TAKE^WoH,FINS!Z GET STUCK k 
EWE OP THE BOSS'S / WITH A GOON -GIRL WHILE 
1^™*™JWU ^ANCE THAT ^ 

tecoRT TT~1^ ^Sa »-m ^..im ? Chlqe; 




l M NOT HXACTLV WTHE BOSS'S PAUGHTEFR 
MOVIE /MATERIAL, It MAV 5VEM BE BBAUTIP- 
CHUM,BUTIAM "^ EC- SORT OP NICE - 
/MIGHTY CHOOSV V LOOKING, OR SOME • 
ABOUT MY CHICKS.y S?— — f TNING/^-Jffl 



~r 



J 



CANDY 




MAY I 
HAVE A 

WORD 
WITH YOU? 





WHAT'S THE IPSA ) DO YOU WANT 
PRETENDING /YOUR FATHER'S 



YOU'RS 

JITTERS? 



BOSS TO FIND 
out you STOOD 
UP HIS 

BEAUTIFUL 
DAUGHTER?/ 




JUST THE SAME, WE HAVi 
TO STICK TOGETHER .'MY 
POP'S ON THE PAHCE 
COMMITTEE ANP WE J'/SAHf 

GOTTA PtAV IT x—*^l W0IW 
SAFE! WOW! I AIN'T 

THAT LINDA IS J f VQU ** 

A 01SH* ' ( soaBV? 





NOW WHERE ARE VOU ***■<«/ T CAN EXPLAIN 
DRAGGING ME? I PECLAYB , ) CHLOE? V/PCS*' 
VOU'BE ACTING MIGHTY 
PECULIAR, JITTERS 
JONES! 






SAffB? 
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'T*hE trailer had been a beauty — shiny and 
*■ sleek. But now, as it jounced down the rut- 
ted trail, it resembled an enormous dusty bug, 
covered with a layer of white alkali powder. 

Death Valley! 

Candy O'Connor clung to the wheel of her 
small coupe, trying to keep it in the twin ruts 
that formed the trail. Behind her the trailer 
hitch squeaked and clanked. 

"Oh, it's beautiful even if it is a desert!" 
cried Candy, as she gazed rapturously around 
the sere landscape. Trish, her rather bookish 
girlfriend, sat on the seat beside her, oblivious 
of her surroundings, not even hearing Candy 
speak. She was deep in a book. 

"Trish!" cried Candy. "How can you, with 
all this beauty everywhere?" She gave Trish 
a poke in the ribs. 

"Huh?" said Trish blankly, peering through 
her glasses. "What?" 

"What!" squealed Candy. "Look! You have- 
n't seen any of it. It's Death Valley!" 

Trish nodded unconcernedly as she gave a 
hasty glance at the burned-out hills and the 
long stretch of white desert floor toward which 
they were going. "Ugly, isn't it?" was her com- 
ment. 

Candy made a face in the rear-view mirror. 
She had hoped this would be the vacation to 
end all vacations. The West — the great wide- 
open spaces. Death Valley! 

And there sat Trish, with her nose buried 
in a dull old book! Oh, well. . . . 

That evening the two girls backed their trail- 
er into a space between dusty ocotillo bushes, 
got out the gear and began preparing dinner. 
They had just begun making flapjacks when 
a tinkling bell caused both of them to look up. 
An old man was coming down an arroyo, lead- 
ing a wizened burro which was loaded with the 
implements of a prospector. 

"Oh, look, Trish," whispered Candy, "an 
old desert rat! He's coming toward us." 

The old man came up and halted his burro. 
"Howdy, gals," he said. "Just in time fer chow, 
I see." 

"W-why, yes," said Candy a little timidly. 
She. knew nothing about these old desert char- 



acters, only what little she had read. "Com* 
and join us." 

The old man pulled some pans off the burro. 

"Ever eat any tour-dough biscuits?" he ask- 
ed. 

Candy said no. 

"Then I'll stir up some ef ye don't mind." 

The old prospector went about preparing his 
biscuits, and in a moment they were baking 
on a piece of tin the oldster supplied from his 
pack. 

Candy finished the bacon and began pouring 
coffee into tin cups. The biscuits were finished. 
The old man took them off the piece of tin and 
iaid two on each girl's plate. 

"Sink your fangs into 'em," he said with •« 
grin. "Ain't nothin' ever beat 'em." 

He was right, the girls soon found. They 
thoroughly enjoyed the biscuits, and the old 
prospector, too. After dinner, he leaned back, 
tilled and lit his pipe, and began talking. 

"Out here on a little pasear?" he asked. 
"We're on our vacation," Trish told him. 

The old man puffed hard on his pipe. "Ye 
picked a mighty dry place, gals. An' spooky." 

"Spooky?" said Candy. "You mean — " 

"Spooks," said the old man casually. "This 
place is full of 'em — spooks of dead Injuns and 
trappers and prospectors. They all gather 
around campfires at night and hold meeting. 
Chances is some of 'em'll be here tonight." 

The girls gave a quick glance around. It 
was growing dark rapidly. The soft mauve 
shades of evening were growing into a deep 
purple. Far down to the west a red-gold flame 
seared the horizon, but it, too, quickly faded 
out. 

Spooks! 

The old man at last rolled himself in his 
blankets and closed his eyes. "Might just as 
well git some shut-eye," he said drowsily. 
: 'Good night, gals." 

"G-g-good night," replied Candy. She gave 
another glance around, imagined she saw a 
moving shadow, and gave a little gasp. The old 
man chuckled to himself. 

"Don't worry none, miss. I don't think any 



CANS? 



spooks is gonna visit us in particiar tonight 
Better sleep," 

The giris did get to sleep after s long time. 
While they slept, the old man got up and silent- 
\y went down the valley with his burro, whose 
bell he had removed. It was the dark hour be- 
fore dawn. 

Candy opened her eyes first. It was cold, as 
it always gets in the desert at dawn. She sat 
up and yawned. The valley a few miles away 
was already alight. Candy rubbed her eyes and 
looked again. Then, with a strangled yelp, she 
began shaking Trish. 

"Trish, Trish! Wake up!" 
Trisb came to her senses muttering sleepily. 
"What's going on?" she asked a bit testily. 
*t»m sleepy." 

"Look down in the valley!" cried Candy, 
pointing. 

Trish looked. What she saw brought u g««p 
from -her. 

"My gosh," said said, "a wagon train being 
attacked by Indians! They're circling the wag- 
ons and the white men are firing! What is this? 
1 thought wagon trains were a thing of the 
past. And the Indians — where did they come 
from?" 

Candy couldn't speak for a moment. "D-do 
you suppose, Trish," she quavered, "that we're 
just seeing things— that they're spooks, like the 
old prospector said?" — 

Trish shook her head vigorously. "Bunk. 1 
can hear the shooting. Ghosts don't make noises. 
That's the real thing. But 1 can't figure it out." 
The wagon train was now formed in a tight 
circle, from which flashes of fire and black 
smoke issued at quick intervals — rifle fire. 

The Indians rode fast, shooting arrows at 
the white canvas tops. Occasionally the girls 
could see an Indian topple from his horse and 
roll over the ground, victim of a bullet. 

"Yes," said Candy, "it's the real thing, all 
right. Look at the dead Indians!" 

Suddenly one of the wagon tops burst into 
flame. They heard the wild yells of the In- 
dians and a vicious burst of rifle fire. 

"The Indians have fired a blazing arrow into 
a wagon," said Trish, "just like they used to 
do in the old days. If the whole train catches 
fire, it'll be bad for those poor folks." 

"There come more Indians!" exclaimed 
Candy, pointing to a large group of fast-mov- 
ing horsemen approaching over a low hill. 

A great yell broke from the Indians at the 
sight of their reinforcements. And now the two 
parties joined forces against the wagon train. 



'They'll be wiped out, 8 * asid Irish. "They 
haven't a chance against so many Indians." 

Candy suddenly yelped again. "Look, Trish! 
Soldiers!" 

Ir was wue. A company of blue-clad cavalry 
came galloping over the hill behind the second 
party of Indians. Their bugles sounded the 
charge. They stormed down upon the Indians, 
their pistols squirting smoke. The Indians pull- 
ed up, made a half hearted charge, then scat- 
tered in every direction. But not before several 
more had fallen from their horses. Two cavalry- 
men also lay on the ground. 

"Well," breathed Trish, "I do belie.ve the 
cavalry chased them off. But look, Candy — 
those soldiers are dressed in the style of the 
early eighties! What is this? Did we get into 
some fourth dimension, where time is turned 
backward?" 

"Howdy, gals!" 

Candy and Trish whirled around. The old 
prospector stood near by, holding the rein of 
his sleepy burro. He grinned. 

"The spooks waited till daylight to come," 
he said matter-of-factly. "But the cavalry did 
fer the Injuns plenty fast, eh?" 

The girls couldn't talk for a moment. Then 
Trish gasped, "But I don't understand. That's 
like something that happened sixty years ago! 
Where are we, Mister? Are we crazy?" 

"Nope," said the old man. "An' ye ain't see- 
in' things thet ain't there. Know what ye seen 
just now?" 

The girls shook their heads in unison. 
"Wal, I'll tell ye," said the prospector. He 
removed his hat and whiskers with a flourish 
and bowed. The girls saw with a start that 
his hair was black, that he was clean-shaven 
under the false beard. 

When he straightened, he was smiling. . 
"I'm Jack O'Brien, at your service," said 
the pseudo-prospector with a chuckle. "I was 
the leader of that wagon train from Missouri 
to Californy. They call the picture 'Wagon 
Train.' " 

"Oh!" cried Candy. "It's a movie!" 
"Hmm!" snorted Trish. '"A fine trick to pull 
on a couple of Easterners!" 

But Candy saw the humor of the joke. She 
said, sprightly, "It's our breakfast, time, Mr. 
jack O'Brien. How about some more of those 
sour-dough biscuits — or can't you make 'em 
out of character?" 

"Can do," said Jack, rolling up his sleeves. 
"They're still better'n those cookies in Holly- 
wood." 



6AH6Y 




€AMBT 



oh. THAT'S whv 

VOU WERE SO 

ANXIOUS FOR ME TO 
\3ET7HE USHER'S 
408? 



in A wa?.' Birr i'p tove ^ 

TO SEE THE SHOW AND / 
AW8e — £K"-eV£N -< 
GET IN THE CONTEST.*/' 




I THOUGHT SO-' 4US- 
frAUSE A BIG SHOW BROAD- 
CASTS ONE NIGHT FROM 
HARTWlCK,¥OU WANNA 




?£AH * THE LeAD IN A 
MOVIE SHORT ABOUT 
OUR TOWN f PHOOBfi 



UH-HUHf AND I'D JUST, 
ADORE Pi-AYING A 

SULTRy MOVIE QUEEN I 
FOR A LlTTlE 
WHILE/ 




r 



CANDY 



ZOWE ! ore HERi 

A SULTRY MOVIE 
QUEEN , YET.' 




SANDY 




POOR. BOY, ) 1 

NOTW/NS f HE'S '*—< 
STUPID, OBSTINATE 
OPINION ATEP/ 





PINNER'S "^ NOW ) / HE \ 
READY, yJUST JJ REFUSES 
VOU -c-^WHAT ^.TO GET a 
TWO r } ' s WRONG \ ME A *• 

J BETWEEN /TICKET TO 

YOU TWO, /ABltfRAPlO 

CANOy?/ SHOW, ANP 

HE'S GOING 

TO USHER. 

FOR IT. r 



WELL, WHY WORRY ? Y OH, BUT /-J 
AU- THOSE RADIO / TW/S ONE 19 
SHOW'S ARE_THE J DIFFERENT 
SAME 



X s 



fj"*^ 



&*f' 



/ 



;>*ki 



^. 





CANDY 



Mff9 

CANPAC8 




&u*&? 








CAN&Y 







(l HOPE I DON'T 
1 GET CAUGHT AT 
\ THIS— ZAP.' 




CANST 




CANDY 







, 





SIRJHAT LICENSE 
PLATE WAS TAKEN BY 
ARRANGEMENT WITH THE 
BUS COMPANY.' BUT YOUR 
PAUGHTER SHOWED A 
LOT OF INITIATIVE AHP 
SHE IS THE WINNER 
OP THE DOUBLE BUBBLE 
SOAP SUPS CONTEST.' 






P0U8LE BUBBLE 
SOAP SUDS? 

>ire you sure 

THAT'S NOT 

DOUBLE A 
TROUBLE ^ 
POPE sups 

YOU'RE TALKING 
ABOUT? 




^ 





if you want the latest and finest coaster 
brake, be sure that your new bike has a Bendi* 
Coaster Brake. It is made by America's lead- 
ing brake manufacturer and has all kinds of 
hew futures. You'll find bicycle riding a 
lot more fun with a Bendix Coaster Brake! 

JUST LOOK AT THESE FEATURES 

longer life — Dependable performance — 
Fewer parts — Easy to put together and 
take apart — Sealed against dirt and water. 




■CUPS! MACHINE DIVISION 
eimira, NEW YORK 



©f 







y im?tuMfa& SENSATIONAL JEW 1949 




Mcde and Guatemeai by E1K7RK GAME CO., IHC, -1S? f.onr Si.. Holyoii, Mass, 




'BOYS' NOW YOU CAN PLA Y 
BASEBALL ANYTIME -DAY 
OR NI6HT, COME RAIN, 
SLEET OR SNOW! 





HEY. I COULD HARDLY 
See THAT LAST BALL. 
LETS QUIT BEFORE 
SOMEBODY'S BEANED! 



GAME CALLED ON~VaW. SHUCKS . COACH, D~0\ 
ACCOUNT OF wc utyc to oi/it M(t v ^ — 

oarkness.boysJ^^S^ ffffSi'SSi 

FOLLOW ME TO /AY 
HOUSE! 



SAYS 
DAD... 

'/I THE COACH 



(WE CAN CONTINUE^OH BOY 1 
PLAYIN6 ON THIS 
JHDOOR ELECTRIC 
BASEBALL 
GAME! 




LET'S GO/ 




/ LIKE THE WAY THE PITCHErT\ 
CONTROLS THE SPEEO OF THE >> 

BALL! THE BAT CONTACT IS TRIOCEr) 
FAST! EACH PLAYER MUST BE _^ 

YESlTHE AMAIINC^ 



WE WANT A 
HOME RUM! 



I'LL PLAY THE WINNER, SON. 
THAT LOOKS LIKE THE BEST 
CAME I'VE EVER SEEN, 
STRIKE HIM AND IT CAN T BE 
OUT! a CALLED ON ACCOUNT 

-\f\ OF DARKNESS! ji.E, 

watch my) ^ Vm(JJ,\ 



m 




U//TH HIS 

J6T-PR0P6U.6D BIK6 





While 
vacationing 

OUT WEST, 

DEPUTY U.S. 

ROYAL AND 

THE BOYS Or 

THE ELM CITY 

BIKE CLUB 

ARE ENJOYING 

THE SIGHTS, 

WHEN 
SUDDENLY... 



SAY, ROYAL, 
WHO'S KICKING UP 
ALL THAT DUST 
DOWN THERE IN 

THE VALLEY ? 




AND AS ROYAL WATCHES THE CHASE THROUGH 
HIS GLASSES, HE SEES. .. )_ i^ = 



GOOD.' THE 
POSSE CAN'T 
FIGURE WHICH 
WAY WE WENT .' 



WELL, KEEP RID . \ 

WE AIN'T SAFE 
WEGETTHRM 
GORGE UP AHEAI 





FELLAS, YOU TWO BIKE DOWN AND 
TELL THE POSSE TO HEAD FOR THE 
GORGE. ..I'LL HAVE A NICE SURPRISE 
, THERE WAITING FOR THEM .' 



NOW IF 1 CAN JUST, 
GET TO THE TOP 
OF THAT GORGE ' 
BEFORE THOSE ' 
CATTLE -THIEVES 1 

GET TO THE 

BOTTOM .'_ 







"TAKE MY TIP ON BIKE TIRES — 
TAKE THE T/RE WITH THE BUILT-IN 
SKIP CHAIN "...SAYS U.S. ROYAL 



IF YOU WANT TO BE SURE OF FIRM FOOTING- 
SAFE, QUICK STOPS.. .MAXIMUM MILEAGE ... 
PERFECT CONTROL— BE SURE TO GET U.S. 
ROYAL BIKE TIRES. THAT SPECIAL BUILT- 
IN SKID CHAIN MAKES THEM TOPS IN TIRES . 



U.S. 

BIKE TIRES 

America's Fastest Sellirtq Tires 



UNITED STATES RU8B6R COMPANY 

Servinq Throuqh Science 



